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which Sir John admitted to be so perfect that if they were tendered
to him he would accept them. The result was that I was given a free
hand. There followed a game of hide and seek. Besides the two in-
formers, three or four other men were engaged in uttering the
forgeries. These men could have been arrested at any time with the
notes on them, but I was playing for the printer, and whenever my
man tried to follow one of them, he showed by his manner that he
expected to be followed or he disappeared in the darkness. To-day
my patience was rewarded. Tihe whole gang were in the habit of
meeting to play cards in an office in Jermyn Street. One of them, a
less constant visitor than the others excited the Serb's curiosity. He
noticed that the man's fingers were stained with printing ink, and
he drew a bow at a venture. " I know that man," he said confidently.
"He used to come to my office. He is a money changer named
Lyons." The other man said: " Nothing of the kind. He is a printer,
and his name is Williams." The head of the gang had driven up
in a taxi. My men found the taxi driver and made him repeat his
journey with detectives as passengers. He drove them to a quiet street
in Stoke Newington where, between two houses, a little shed had been
erected and the name, " Williams, Printer," had been painted on the
gate. We at once put the shed under constant observation from a
window opposite, in order that the psychological moment for raiding
the premises, when the printing was in progress, might be seized.
At 8 p.m. they rang me up from St. Ann's Road, Tottenham, to
say that they had captured the Treasury-note forgers with all their
plant. I went up there in a taxi and found the three prisoners in their
cells. Williams, aged sixty, his son, aged twenty-five, and Edwards,
alias Elliot, a powerful ex-convict burglar of about thirty. The police
had gone to their window at n a.m. and had seen Edwards and
. Williams go through the gate together. They waited all day, expecting
them to come out, and when it grew dark they posted their men at
the entrance. Elliot came out alone, and the moment he was seized
he put up a fight, making wild-beast noises to alarm Williams inside,
but the stable was so remote from the road that his confederate did
not hear the alarm. The scene of the battle was carpeted with false
notes like autumn leaves, but as soon as Elliot was secured and the
notes picked up before an audience of some hundreds of people, the
police went to the door of the stable. The little building was packed